THE LOST FEATHER BED

it a wise move to go there and kill Indians to
better the living conditions of the Americans.
I know grown men to-day with the same kind
of judgment They are unwilling to do the
simple things that will save their own scalps;
but they are glad to go fight imaginary In-
dians who they believe are scalping the hu-
man race. "Capitalism" is one of these imag-
inary Indians. And Lenine and Trotsky are
the boy Indian-fighters of the world. These
poor children are willing to go to any country
to help kill the Indian of capitalism. Mean-
while their own people are the poorest in the
world, but they do nothing to better their con-
dition. Such men have minds that never
grew up.

When our household was dissolving and
we were packing our baggage for America, I
tried to break up the plan by hiding under
the bed. Mother took the feather ticks off the
two bedsteads and bundled them up to take
to America. Then she reached under the bed-
stead and pulled me out by the heels. She
sold the bedsteads to a neighbor. And so our
household ended in Wales and we were on
our way to establish a new one in a far coun-
try*

41e
